Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
cabinets for more men, more boats, more shells, more
shoes; the adroitly procrastinating letters suggesting new
terms to the foe; or the hundred exposures of the im-
perial person like any sergeant's. The flash of his genius
could not illumine the chart as it had this fiercely fought
sector. And never had it flamed brighter,
No, Maret, Duke of Bassano, did not see him as any-
thing to sentimentalize about. And perhaps it is better
for all not to see him that way, though there is a grand
picturesqueness in ringing speeches, massed bayonets,
bright uniforms, and strides into palaces. But there is,
too, a spell in a marvelous engine at work; an indefatig-
able industry, perfect functioning, and delight in the most
arduous toil; above all, in an incorrigible optimism that
could still think only victory when one was battered and
beaten, with his back against the wall.
As a matter of fact, Maret did not see him either
way; merely as a very stubborn man and an obstacle to
peace. He was confirmed in this judgment when the em-
peror let him cool his heels for a while in the inn, then,
looking up from those bright little pins which he must ever
be setting backward, barked in mock irritation: ,
"You there, Maret! What now? More whining?"
Maret, startled, recovered his aplomb, and made his
plea,
"And you would h^ve *me sign a treaty like that! Go
back and tell your masters, the Prince of Benevento, the
Prince of Parma, and the noble Dukes of Otranto and
Parma, that I will not sign. Unparalleled disasters may
have snatched from me my own conquests but never those
made by the soldiers of France before me. I prefer to run
the uttermost risks of war."
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